THE DOCTOR'S DILEMMA
it was a predicament in which anyone might find himself—
anyone, that is to say, whose university career had followed
a fairly normal course.   My own, conducted upon customary
lines, had been crowned some years before by the modest
glories of a Bachelor's degree.   But, an unexpected legacy
supervening  shortly  afterwards,  some freak of fancy
prompted me to supplement this dignity.   For it had been
a shade distasteful to share my academic status with those
unnumbered Bachelors of Arts who flaunt their names on
notice-boards outside forbidding edifices dedicated to public
worship in the outskirts of provincial towns.  There were
so many Bachelors of Arts, it seemed, and nearly all of them
would preach on Sunday.   So in my pride I thought that I
would go one better and become a Master,   It was a mild,
but legitimate, ambition; a modest outlay and a smart
blow on the head from the Vice-Chancellor would make it
mine; and I proceeded, as the saying is, to a Master's
degree.   That was, for me, the summit.   There were no
other heights for any ordinary man to scale; I was dis-
inclined to send an International Postal Order to a corres-
pondence college in the Middle West with a request for its
Ph.D.   Doctorates, indeed, seemed a superfluous adorn-
ment, since they were mostly of Divinity and I was not a
headmaster,   So I resolved to face the world with modest
confidence as a Master of Arts.
For years that dignity seemed to suffice, I rather liked to
feel that I could wear a scarlet hood, if only I had got one ;
and there was a quiet satisfaction in the biennial exercise of a
University (and plural) vote on behalf of a Parliamentary
candidate who was invariably beaten. But my complacency
was gravely shaken when I got to Buenos Aires, For I had
hitherto believed that I was (academically) as good as any
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